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GHOST. 


V DE not afraid, its kindneſs brings me bere, 
Band makes me leave a while the lower Sphere; 
That I in time may warn thee of the wrong, | 

Done by thy Scribling Pen and Lying Tongue. 
Tho' I indeed can tell thee now no mare, 

Than thy own Conſcience oft has told before: 
Yet that thou mayn'r thy Wicked Courſe ſtill tread, 
I'm come to give Thee warning from the Dead. 

I can't by Words or Gain deceived be, 
For now I can through all difgaiſes ſee : 
Repent for thou grow'ſt old, muſt yield to Fate, 
147 repent, before it be too late; 
For all thoſe Lies I uſher'd to the World, 

Deceiv'd by thee, now, in my face are hurl d, | 
That witty Mal ce I did once admire, 

H:d in thy Works like Sulphur now takes Fire, 
And though to you on Earth [ ſtill prov'd kind, 
Is from your Pamphlets I my Torment find ; | 
Far with thoſe Sheets I Printed, now well dry'd, 
The wicked Devils ſinge and ſcorch my Hide: 
If thus to me ſuch Puniſhment's aſſign'd, 

What Torment will they for the Author find? 


You ſee therefore to warn thee I'm kind. 
Lg Shay 


In the Name of the Goblin of Hobgoblint, a Difſen- 
ter, what makeſt thee to come to trouble me? Th 
[ am not much afraid ef Devils, believing none, yet 
thou haſt made me ſtart: Beſhrew thee, I was afr aid 
thou haaſt been come to ack, me money. Prethee go 
and be Damn d if thou wilt; I do not deſire thy 
Company, ſince I can make no more uſe of ther. 


CHOOSE T. 


Ungrateful Wretch, am I a trouble now? 

Who to my C ſt, ſo uſeful was to you? 

I wh2 alive, was your ill ridden Slave 

No ſooner am I dropt into the Grave, 

But all's forgot, and what to me ſeems worſe, 
My very kindneſs now you cqunt a Cui ſe: 

Is it becauſe to me ſo mu you owe, 

Or eiſe, fur that I now your inſide know 
Frovoke me not, left to the World I tell 

Taoſe hi4len this you know I can reveal. 


RH Le-Shonge. 
L. S. 


Dear Friend Ghoſt den' think to affright me 
with that; Tow may hnow too, if you pleaſe, how I 
have Wit enough to make the World believe any 
thing, and that I bave Impudence enongh to out- 
face all eAccnſations and O aths, That I have ¶ou- 


rage enough to abuſe every Body, and that [ 


have Diſſimul ation enough to appear what I am 
not, ſo that ſay what you will, no bedy ſhall believe 
you, 


GHOST, 


And ſuch a Fool was I, whilſt I did live, 

Deceived by. you, I did the World deceive ; 

But though the World will not believe my Ghoſt, 
And that on it my Words and Truth were loſt ; 
Vet ſince this Voyage was in kindneſs meant, 
Methinks that I ſhould move you to Repent, 

And touch your hardned Soul with ſome remorſe, 
And make you leave your Wicked,Lying Courſe. 


1.8. 


Good Ghoſt leave Preac hing, and don't trouble me 
with thy Imppertinence, we have had (0 many ariſc 
from the Dead of late, that they are grown . 
liar, and almoſt contemprible : Tos had therefore 
as good hold your Tongxe, for you'l be but laught 
at : And as for my ſelf, de you think I care for 
your Morality or Divinity either; I lov'd you 


| very well, while alive, but tat for my own endt, 


and / ans net « little troubled at your Death, be- 
| cauſe I ſhall never meet with ſuch another, ſo ve- 
ry uſeful as thou haſt been, and I ſtall be at a great 
loſs, I know thou ha#t ſuffered aon my eAcconnt, 
but have not I Eterniſed thy Name with my own, 
and over paid thee for all? and I was thinking to 


have wrote thy Elegy, had not you come thus to in- 


' | terrapr me, vnd to acenſe — * doing [1 much 


Good to my (ountry, and ſatis ing my Conſcience 
in ſhewing my Loyalty to my King, and my Zea 
to the Church, againſt theſe Vermine and Peſts of 


the Nation; th.tt write and [peak againit me and 
Popery. 


GHOST 


Wenn rr rr — * 
* 


Sue ou to me (0 + rFat a Lye 
Io me, who now all your pretenc 


G11OST, 


Ir a ſign you fear not Gl, oct Hell, 
'R3cll 0 
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Ail has wo me diſcovei d _ below. 
To brag of Loyalty, t ram, TTY 
Your L-yaky l ale: P: 5 
Your Love to King, your County and your Friends, 
1s bur to ſerve your baſe and wiched Ends: 
'T:s Malice and Revenge, which you call Zeal, *© 
For Holy Church, ang for che Common Weal 2: 
I know full well w Creſt ybu dri Js he 
And whom you would Advance untd the Threre. 
Death has new Senſes given, re Ears and Eyes, 
I was before a Fool, hut now grown Wiſe: | 
For every thivg, I now have ſcen and heard, 

And how yout Zeat-is fired with Reward. 
An prithec ſince bere's nne but Fand Vu, 
Tell me, ler Conſciencs tell me, isnt this true: 


L. S. 


* 
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nA Preachins Book ſeller art  thon become ? | 
155. Baſt thou to de with ime andConſcience? do 
yo think I am now to b: Catechiſed by « palm Ghoſt 
_»2h0:et Conſcience ? come, came, I have ſtudied the 
point, and queſtion not, of you. mill furnſh me with 
Books as than wert wont to do, but to argue my Caſe 
wich Advamaye at Licwiers Bur, abe all bis 
Orgatorj. Bur, tell pe, bow you camn to be ſo Poe- 
tical? do they all ſpeak; in Khune in the neither 
World ? 4th 7 Dy . | "2 
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* * ö ie. 1 
ue vdo your Drolling Proſe, ehis-fits my Mind, { Betow 


Thus Oracles of Old you find: 


The Crimes of Men, Saryts Ral Rehtar(c, 


the Pepe, Recan t, 4 For gi dene nf) 
end, 0 as I wnld be done mate,” b\ks | 


4 rb Stuff : Turn Roneft" tba, Impoſovie what | 


Ig in another Road ? and what ſrow'd I ger y 
it? Hon ity wou't Cluth the Back, nor fill the Bel. 
y, 45 the For. geen; I fancy IN que. vedocr. 
lellis a much beiter place thanthe ſtarving Ward 
gatory of Honeſty. LAnd as for an; ng fornivey 
neſs, what a Tash would that be? "twould 45k more 


ges than I bave Weels to live, I have wrong'd 
L 


fed ſo may, + Nation at leaſt. I am 


better Principl'd than ſo,and have ſeen more leading 
Pregedents, 
; G HO ST. 
ry Elo ;.; 


I fee the Fiend that Ldpes ia thy Heart 

But I have done for thee a Friendly art; . 

F've told thee what at laſt wijl be thy Doom, 
Though thou till laugh'it at what is yet to come. 
Co on, believe not what thou do ſt nor ſee , ; 
Believe hoc living Oracles, nor me. f 
Thiiſt after Gain, Honour, and empty Fame, 
And get at laſt for all, a Crack-f.er:'s Name. 


Fond man, do'ſt think thou can ſt a Nation ſway, 


Or the grand Wheel of Fate that's turninę, ſtay. 
With thy ſill ſcribling and defaming Pen? 
Which makes thee hated of all honett men: 
ith Diamond Pen in Brafs thy Works are wrot, 
t they below may never be forgot. 
They'l worſer prove chat your great Senates Vote, 
And chine own Words will ſerve to cut thy Throat; 
or the more ſtir thou wich thy Pen doſt keep, 

here perhaps thou may ſt ſome _ reap, 
Thy Crimes and Puniſhmei.t do both Increaſe: 
1 it Is grown thy burthen and Diſeaſe, 

u 


below is to the Crimes made fit, 
will condemn thy vile pernicious wit: 
to others trouble ꝑave above, 
or e re ſhall thy own Torment prove: 
ce to prevent, 


| { There's but one way this Jaſt 
eis, and Repent, 


150 Leave ſcribling. ask ſorgix 
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| 
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So he's gen [ hope he'l wow bc quict : This 15,1 
think, che nine and thirticth warning I have hd. 


| a#d to as little parpeſe, as all the reſt, and ſo J le, 
Ire know in my next Pamphlet, which ſoall aut 
— ny = 13 8 1 i G 0 6. non 4. I can agree | 
' 1 war's cl. adwiſe me turn hand; —— te ven irre to ones Prin pls. 
#8Þ |) © | 


ith a Books ſeller, Tis good, 


-Dot'Ghoſt; ralk mhat they will of Hell and Pain, 
From real pleaſure they ſhan't me reſtrain : 
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The Itch of Scribling, and ihe ſweet of Gam. 
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